But soon it came about that they were scarcely ever apart,
that they were together from early morning until late at
night, close and warm and spiritually together: but
always accompanied by Tintin: bound by inner bonds
and vaguely troubled, but nevertheless bound closer
and closer together day by day. And what marvellous
days they were, those fourteen sunny Italian spring
days, brilliant with sea and .sky and luxuriant blossom.
They bathed, they swam, they lay about on sun-warmed
rocks, or sat lazily on a bench, their stone bench, which
bordered the lowest terrace. They had their meals
together. Helene peeled the fruit at the end. As she
handed him a gkss or a roll, Ambrosius would manage
by some artful means to brush his fingers against hers,
secretly, which made it all the sweeter. They sailed
with Alessandro out into the bay. The love of sport
awoke in Ambrosius and with muscles flexed beneath
his silken shirt, he would give a helping hand. Helene
watched this spectacle with secret and delighted glances.
They strolled to Portofino along a hillside that was com-
pletely covered with blossoming wild myrtle and flaming
yellow gorse bushes, casting a bewitching scent over the
country. They climbed up to the chapel, lay down on the
peak of a high-lying tongue of land where they could see
the sea and bay on both sides. They lost themselves and
abandoned themselves to all the blueness of water and sky
and far-off hills.
Arabrosius grasped Helene's hand that was lying on a
stone. But Helene, in a weak and helpless attack of
fright, called Tintin, who had been picking violets, to
come to them.
Silently they turned homewards. The tops of the
Cypresses were waiting expectantly, bowing humbly in
the warm evening. Tintin was put to bed. Ambrosius
had his supper alone, lost in dreams. Afterwards he sat
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